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For this issue, I wanted to record my impressions of the 
STIMULATORS® recent shows at the ROCK LOUNGE, October 17 and 18. 
However, because I have seen them play on numerous occasions, I 
thought it might be a better idea to use the impressions of one 
of my friends, Johnny Vile, of the first STIMULATORS* show he ever 
witnessed. He was so excited about the band that he wrote an 


* English paper for his class describing the whole night. It is 


as followss 


“On November 21, 1979, I was in New York City. I was 
scheduled to meet a friend of mine, Jack, at MAX*®S KANSAS CITY 
to see the STIMULATORS. He had seen the STIMULATORS before, and 
was convinced that they were one of the best bands on the punk 


‘circuit. I was skeptical, having teen dissapointed once before 


at MAX'S. Despite my doubt, I walked to the club on Park Avenue 
and Sixteenth Street. 


After meeting Jack inside MAX*S, we were ushered to a stair- 
case that lead to the stage area. The stairs were dark, except 
for a single red light bulb. 


The doors were opened after a brief wait. We paid the five 
dollar entrance fee, and were identified as having paid with a 
black cockroach handstamp. We hurried our way to the chairs 
that were as close to the stage as possibles about two feet from 
it. We had been sitting no more than five minutes when a 
cherubic-faced boy approached us. He could not have been more 
than twelve years olq. Jack introduced him to me as HARLEY, 
drummer for the STIMULATORS. Harley spotted longish Hair on the 
sides of his head, but the top was cut to crewcut length. 


A moment iater, a blonde fellow walked up and began speaking 
to Harley. Jack introduced him as PATRICK, the STIMULATORS' 
lead singer. Patrick's hair was not unlike a rooster's, His 
elbows jutted out against his scrawny arms. The four of us 
walked back to the bar where we watched punk groups on a tape 
made for television. Upon seeing SID VICIOUS sing Frank 
Sinatra's "My Way,” Harley began to dance and sing the praises 
of that now deceased SEX PISTOLS’ bassist. While we were watching 
the television, a third member of the STIMULATORS joined us. 

She was the lead guitarist, DENISE MERCEDES. Denise was wearing 
knee-high red leather boots, a checkerboard miniskirt, and a 
white, sleeveless shirt. 


She was followed by the fourth and final member of the 
group, ANNE, the bass guitarist. Anne was rather pretty and 
wore bright blue stockings, a black leather miniskirt, and a 
red and white, sleeveless, leather shirt. In a few minutes the 
televisions were shut off, and the whole crowd proceeded back to 
the chairs they had claimed. It was time for the STIMULATORS to 
go on. We took our places and waited for the curtain around the 
stage to open. The room became alive with the sounds of equip- 
ment being tested. Guitar chords were plucked, and various alien 
sounds were uttered through the microphone. 


The house lights went down, and the curtainwas pulled open. 
The STIMULATORS went into their first number: fast, hard, and 
extremely loud. Patrick, during vocal rests, would stare wide- 
eyed at the audience. He would often stand on top of the drum 
platform and dive onto the floor. His movements were fast and 
jerky, but all in time with the music. Twelve year old Harley 
was pounding away on the drums. He striped off his shirt and 
jacket, kicked over the drum stool, and proceeded to play standing 
up. The music was a total aural assault. The girls’ background 
vocals left a high, electronic hum in my ears. About half the 
audience was sitting, while the other half was moving very rapidly 
to the music. At one point a girl in complete punk garb fell 
across my table. She was shoved back in the other direction, 
only to fall into another table. By the fourth song most of the 
audience was standing. lLeciding it was time to venture into the 
land of pandemonium, I abandoned my chair and joined the frenetic 
dancing. One song in particular, "BLIND AMBITION," inspired the 
audience to fly into one another, arms and legs flailing. One 
could not stand still while listening to Anne's thumping bass 
line. The last number was “LOUD FAST RULES.” This incited 
greater enthusiasm than any other song. ‘Patrick's blasting _ - 
vocals. eounled with the ninetv mileegane<hour cuitar. made “Loud 


When the set was over, the STIMULATORS jeft the stage and 
made their way back to the bar. I approached Anne, whom I had 
not yet spoken to, to tell her how good the performance had 
been. She gave me an ardent hug and said, “Thanks a fucking lot, 
man!" We were then invited upstairs to the dressing room by 
Harley's mother. We climbed a narrow staircase, walked past the 
“No Visitors in Dressing Rooms" sign, and halted in front of the 
STIMULATORS* door, Patrick flung it open and collapsed on top 
of a heap of clothing and newspapers in the middle of the floor. 
The dressing room was the size of an average home bathroom. 

There were two chairs, abench, and enormous amounts of graffiti 
on the walls. I assumed that the names of every band that had . 
ever played at MAX'S was written there. After a short time, the 
STIMULATORS finished the bottle of California "79 they had opened, 
and headed downstairs for the second set. 


The tables and chairs downstairs had already been cleared 
away. When the STIMULATORS left to go backstage, the crowd 
immediately started chanting, “Harley is the best--fuck the 
rest!" The curtain was pulled open, Patrick yelled, "We're the 
STIMULATORS!" and the set began. Without any hesitance, the 
crowd began dancing like deranged puppets. The object of every 
audience member was to punch and kick his way to the front 
of the stage, only to be shoved back again. People were toppling 
into walls, chairs, and each other. Several people attempted to 
stand on top of the tables and dive into the audience. I 
battled my way up front and held on with all my strength to the 
sound monitors. This was the only way I could keep from being , 
tossed back like an orange peel. One rather enthusiastic punk 


took it upon himself to pound out the beat of "RUN RUN RUN" on 
my head. 


At the end of that song, Anne spoke in a slow, calm 
voice into the microphone, "Since there is no room on the floor, 
why don't you come up on stage." To my surprise, only about @ 
thirty-five people accepted her offer. They continued the wild 
dancing between Harley and Denise. I joined the group on stage 
when Patrick announced my favorite song, “BLIND AMBITION,“ 
About halfway through it, Patrick stood on top of one of the 
monitors and dove intdé the audience. They carried him away on 
their shoulders. 


When the song was over, I stopped dancing and tried to 
stand. I could not, the exhaustion being overwhelming. I 
collapsed on stage. The part of the audience that had carried 
Patrick away came back. When they tossed him back onto the 
stage, he stood and started “LOUD FAST RULES." I tried to stand 
but could only slump against his knees. I tried to forget that I 
could no longer breathe, and put all my energy into it. I rose 
and rocked and smashed around like everybody else. It was one of 
the most exhilirating experiences I had ever gone 
through. Everybody on stage jumped back into the audience and 
Patrick completed the set. The house lights came up. What had 


been frenetic insanity just moments before was now quelled to a 
calm, half life/half death. 


Punk is alive and well at MAX'S,” 


John recieved a 96 from his English teacher for this effort. 
The STIMULATORS will be at MAX*S November 28, 


LATE NEWS: THE BAD BRAINS will be at BOTONY on FRI & SAT 
DEC 26 & 27. Santa Glaus must have gotten my letter after all. 


